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Enfettered,  ensnared;   night   by night  was   he

faring

The moorlands the misty.    But never know men
Of spell-workers of Hell to and fro where they

wander.

So crime-guilts a many the foeman of mankind,
The fell alone-farer, fram'd oft and full often,
Cruel hard shames and wrongful, and Hart he

abode in,

The treasure-stain'd hall, in the dark of the night-
tide;

But never the gift-stool therein might he greet,
The treasure before the Creator he trow'd not.
Mickle wrack was it soothly for the friend of

the Scyldings,                                                 170

Yea heart and mood breaking.    Now sat there a

many

Of the mighty in rune, and won them the rede
Of what thing for the strong-soul'd were best of

all things
Which yet they might frame 'gainst the fear and

the horror.
And whiles they behight them at the shrines of

the heathen

To worship the idols; and pray'd they in words,
That he, the ghost-slayer, would frame for them

helping